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PREFACE 


Kashmiri, my mother longue that I 
acquired naturally in my family, has never 
been a subject of my stud\ . and then there 
was no such tacilit)’ available in my school 
days. Nevertheless. 1 developed a passion for 
Kashmiri music in my early childhood. It 
was a prayer-song, included in the book of 
tables, that initially kindled my passion for 
Kashmiri poclr\. 1 still remember the first 
stanza of the song written by Fazil Kashmiri, 
it was like this: 

CIV manlike zamaanaa 
sahraa \ui kooh \va ikirycici 
The song for its simplicil\ ol' diction 
and sentiment and for its being easy to 
remember, still haunts m> imagination. 

And now 1 have been li\ ing here in United 
States for the last thiru-iuo \ears; remem- 
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brance of those simple joys of the past is my 
most precious belonging. It was not possible 
for me to receive any guidance in my 
vocation of composing poetry and thus, I 
may confess. I ventured to write the songs 
included in this collection without any 
proper training. I firmly believe that God. the 
greatest guide, guides me in this venture. 

The basic guiding principle in the process 
of composing the songs has been to attain 
the force, cadence and beauty of simplicity 
of Kashmiri folk lays that could adequately 
communicate the pent up burden of my 
experience of alienation, and ardent love for 
mv homeland to mv envisioned audience. 

The title The Restlessness of Soul aptly 
reflects my spiritual crisis; the feel of 
catharsis alleviates my pain and gives me 
solace. 

As said above. Kashmiri folk music is mv 
un-abating passion; I strive to capture its 
flow. Besides, the quawalis of Sabri 
Brothers provide me with a kind of spiritual 
succor. 

that m\ songs, loo. 
are rendered into music and preserved in the 
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form of an audio cassette; success largely 
depends on the assistance of Kashmiri 
musicians and my financial condition. 1 also 
wish that the songs are produced in the form 
of an attractive volume so that readers in 
Kashmir evaluate my creative endeavor. 

My long residing in USA notwithstanding. 

I pride iri being a citizen of the Himalayan 
valley, called Kashmir, the Elysium of the 
terrestrial world. Being an American citizen 
has never been my ambition; it has harmed 
me in many a way. But now there is not 
much time left for me to see my dream come 

true. 

1 am thankful to .lenab Ghulam Nabi 
Gowhar. an eminent Kashmiri writer, who 
encouraged me to compile the songs and get 
them published. It was the timely assistanee 
of Prof. Shari Shauq who helped me in 
fulfilling my dream; 1 would like to extend 
my profound gratitude to him. 1 also express 
my deep appreeiation to .lenab Asadullah 
Aafaqui who showed me the right direction. 

I also express my heartlelt thanks to m) dear 
brother Dr. Rashid Ahmad Zargar who 
painstakingly monitored the w'hole process 
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of compilation and publication. 

Finally, I am again thankful to Prof. ShaH 
Shauq who undertook the task of translating 
the songs into English. I hope my English 
knowing audience shall appreciate me belter 
through the English rendering. 

Brighten. Michigan Fatima Hussain Mir 

August 18,2008 
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FOREWORD 

Universal values of poetry are undeniable, but 
poetry grows in the soil of native values that 
exist in the times of the poet and achieves 
strength by having commitment to the time of its 
occurrence. When nativism and contemporaneity 
combine without any extraneous consideration 
or conscious effort, universal appeal of poetry is 
certain. Fatima Hussain Mir. having lived in 
United States, thousand of miles away from her 
homeland, for over four decades, is deeply 
associated and concerned with the social, 
political and cultural crises that have 
overwhelmed Kashmir, her homeland. She finds 
refuge in the remembranee of things past; the 
beauty of noble ethical and aesthetic values that 
she considers hallowed, but now gone with the 
winds. All her lyrical outpourings, grounded in 
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the bitter sense of loss, are replete with 
effervescent feelings for her hapless countrymen 
experiencing the hardest of times characterized 
by mayhems, coercion, bloodshed, 
disintegration, and Diaspora, 


It is her passionate nostalgia that Fatima 
Hussain Mir. in spite of her long stay in the 
USA, the fount and nucleus of fast changing 
literar}' and intellectual movements, is contented 
with the time-honored lyrical mode that has a 
history^ of seven hundred years in the Kashmiri 
language. It is perhaps a universal phenomenon 
that a poet, distanced from her/his soil, cannot 


remain immune to overpowering wistfulness that 
has no expression other than Ivricism. Such a 
poet, in an unwitting effort to maintain her/his 


identity in an alien people, is driven by her/his 
♦ 

iriesistible passion to be a member of an 

M * 

in-group ol those who experience the same 
manner ol alienation and nostalgia. It is therefore 
not surprising that I'aiima Hussain Mir's poetry. 
c\'en alter her decades long residing in the USA. 
is a spontaneous expression of "Kashmirism" 
that is vciy rare in the poetry produced locally 
today. I he reader can easily feel that the 
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changing theories in poetics and thought of the 
twentieth have not even touched her sensibility. 
Her poetry, as such, sounds like a come-back of 
the nineteenth century Kashmiri lyrical poetry. 

The songs contained in The Restlessness of 
Soul are such an admixture of prayer, anguish, 
remembrance, ennui, languid passions, 
deprivation and naivety of expression as makes a 
rigorous critical scrutiny impossible; the 
corresponding echo from the readers mind is, 
what we expect from a good song, ecstasy and 
transport. The translated songs in the collection, 
though bereft of the melody of the original, 
communicate the pangs of the suffering 
mankind, on the one hand, and the personal 
sorrows and aspirations of the poet, on the other. 
The intensity of personal feelings combined with 
the melisma (not reachable in translation) attains 
a universality that is the hallmark of genuine 
poetry; conformity with the latest critical notions 

becomes gratuitous. 

A characteristic of the original text is that 
every song follows the rhythm of some folk-lay 
that can be appreciated only by a reader whose 
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poetic aesthetic is grounded in the centuries-old 
Kashmiri folk poetry; revitalization of medieval 
folk rhythm for the expression of modern 
problems of life is in itself an admirable 
achievement. My translation of the songs is 
nothing but a vain labor to capture and 
communicate nothing more than the sense ot the 
songs, that too in a language that is not mine. 

SRINAGAR 
September 1. 2008 
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Fatima Hussain Mir 

A BRIEF INTRODUCTION 

Fatima Hussain Mir, called Fatima Bano before 
she came to the United States, was born at Malik. 
Aangan, Fateh Kadal, Srinagar (Kashmir) on 
August 20, 1940. Going against the tradition of 
not sending daughter to schools, her father Haji 
Ahmad Joo, a successful international business¬ 
man, gave Fatima the best of schooling and also 
wished that she completed her educational career. 
She did her B.A. from the government College for 
Women in 1961 and B. Ed. (Bachelor in 
Education) in 1968 at the University of Jammu 
and Kashmir. She worked as a teacher at 
Government Girls' High School Khanyar 
(Srinagar) from July 3, 1962 to April 1973). 
Meanwhile, she got married to Dr. G.H.Mir, son 
of late Habibullah Mir, a businessman of Naid 
Kadal (Srinagar) on May 5, 1959. Dr. G.H. Mir 
got a job as a Pediatric Cardiologist and 
Emergency Room Physician on August 20. 1964 

in USA. 
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Fatima has three sons and one daughter and four 
grandsons and two granddaughters; the whole 
family joined Dr. G.H.Mir on May 5. 1973 and 
presently they reside in Brighton. Michigan 
(USA). 48114-7348. 

During her stay in USA. Fatima composed 
songs in tune with the most popular folk lays of 
Kashmir. Her melodious songs arc deeply 
perv'aded with a sense of alienation. no.stalgia and 
patriotism. 

Her first collection of songs, titled riiuhuch 
bvieqareeryie (Restlessness of the Soul) was 
published from Srinagar in 2004 and was released 
in a big ceremony organized by the Department ot 
Kashmiri, University of Kashmir, at Gandhi 
Bhawan on December 21. 2005. Besides the 
dancing and singing girls and boys of the 
Department, a large number of intellectuals and 
writers of Kashmir attended the function. 

Restlessness of the Soul is the first English 

rendering of forty of her lyrics. 
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nothing , BUT GOD 

IS THE BEAUTIFUL TRUTH 

He alone is the Truth, He the Beauty. 
Nothing but God is Beautiful Truth. 

In adoration I bow and touch the ground. 

He alone rejuvenates the withered souls. 

He alone is to resolve our predicament. 

He is the shore, and this is my faith. 

To him I pray and He is to give; 

The names He surely shall change into light; 
The Merciful Prophet shall bring me succor. 

He enlivens the fallen to rise again. 

He restores all those who wander offtrack 
He instills hope in souls in gloom. 

He is to overlook all my sins. 

All my malaise He shall surely cure. 

My wit and reason are of no avail. 

As an autumnal tree I wilt and shrivel. 
Aimlessly 1 wander on deserted paths; 

The Almighty alone can show me the way. 
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Abiding is His hope; I live in wait. 

With fortitude I endure all miseries; 

I, like the Earth, mutely bear. 

My children and the children of my children. 
Are always safe by the grace of God; 

Health and contentment of heart they have. 

A distressed one, I Fatima Hussain Mir, 

Old and ailing in an alien land 
He alone dwells in my heart's abode. 

Nothing but God is the Beautiful Truth. 
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THANKSGIVING 

By the grace of Allah, 1 am born as mankind. 

With a passionate heart and discerning soul. 

Clay I was , He gave me light. 

And showed me the path in the primeval dark. 

In discord were the elements as an unruly herd, 

1 gained command and assembled my Self. 

A throbbing heart and a reasoning brain 
He bestowed on me; or else I was a soundless bell.. 

With compassion and love he filled my heart. 

Or else I were a fount run dry. 

He gave me hope and desire and direction. 

Kind he is to grant my prayers effect. 

Surrounded with his evidence I am all around. 
Whatever I behold is resplendent with Grace. 

Firm is my faith He shall cure all my ailments. 
Bridled is my Self, He shall lead me to Truth. 
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A bush in bloom I am amidst my garden. 

It is His redolence spread in all directions. 

He made the Earth yield fruit full of juice, 

All creation infused with life is His own. 

An open book I am to be deciphered by Him. 

To know oneself is to give meaning to being. 

Ineffable is His greatness, Fatima is wordless. 

He knows my dumbness, and forgives my failings. 





5 


HEAR ME, O LORD ! 

Infernal blazes You turn into blossom. 

Hear me. O Lord! Mow bless.me with bliss. 

A million times 1 say my thanks to you. 

Hear me, O Lord! Mow bless me wUh bliss. 

When Fate turns bad , one is driven to alien lands. 

Away from the homeland no home is possible. 

Hardened is my friend to feel my pain. 

Yet for him I'm ready to lay down my life. 

' Hear me. O Lord! Mow bless me with bliss. 

A fifteen years time is too long a time, 

1 remember I've endured fifteen doomsdays. 

For their father's love my Innocent brood 

Yearn and pine; my perpetual pain. 

Desert-like arid are their souls in desire. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

Fifteen years ago my destiny took a turn. 

Fifteen years ago my exile began. 

In the land of strangers in my musings 1 feel, 

A wingless bird I'm. haggard and helpless; 

A dependent woman seeking a succor, 
from her spouse for having no other hope. 

Impoverished I'm with an outstretched hand; 
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Yet I persevere, with fortitude I bear. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
Listen O my kindred at my maternal house, 

A tale of woes I shall narrate to you; 

May every daughter be s; fe, this 1 pray. 

From all the deceitful an ■ the devious men; 
in the camouflage of piely they con and prowl. 

I, too, was a victim of the lure of the snare. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
With high aspiration I goi my son his bride, 

I lost my status of a proue mother. 

In my own home I'm reduced to a maid. 

My elder-most son, indolent and idle. 

Never to listen to a word of advice. 

He himself is cause of his split from his spouse. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
An eight-month babe got separated from my son; 
Anxieties of his future keep me in agony; 

A babbling babe, my innocent daughter. 

With venom of worries I nurture with care; 

Swayed she is in her tender age. 

For no fault of hers she suffers a lot; 

In grief I feel the morning breeze 
sighs and moans; all is sad. 

Yet like a princes nurtured she is. 

Hear me. O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 


Far off is my dear maternal home. 

May God save them from all misfortune! 

May. God save them from the gloom of despair! 
May they prosper, and be safe and sound ! 

Un-severed are my ties of love for them. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

In the separation from my kith and kin. 

1 pine and wither, 1 shrivel with grief: 

In solitary hours, like Ruth 1 cry. 

And shed forth tears, venting my grief. 

Perpetually I hear the call from my home. 

Or hear the melody of an oboe far oft. 

That momentarily gladdens my grieving heart. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

Many a friend I have here in America, 

All have their affectionate caring husbands; 
Sauntering happily, laughing in glee. 

Prospering amidst their kindred sweet. 
Dumbfounded 1 stand watching them around. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

Fondly 1 remember my Mother Kashmir. 

A princess 1 was, now homeless and forlorn. 

AH this sorrow I in dowry got; 

Fatherless 1 am a toy to others. 

Too heavy is my grief to be contained in words. 

Motherless ones are trampled over by tyrants. 



/Ac -.y^O/j/ 8 


O merciless Time ! Why deaf to my wailing? 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
A thousand shackles keep me bound. 

Standing by the roadside, hapless and frail; 
Constantly my soul is pulled apart. 

Incarcerated I'm without a parole; 

A petite being. I'm crushed by chains. 

Hear me. O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
Many a pleasure here in America I got. 

Nothing could assuage my languishing soul; 
Hardened like a stone is now my heart. 

Fear of tomorrow is a perpetual fret; 

Without a hope is my protracted life. 

Hear me. O Lord! Now' bless me with bliss. 

Aslam is there, the light of my eyes. 

Blessed he is. may he prosper more! 

For many years he bore my trouble. 

He made me reconcile with dear Ra'is: 

His occasional calls enliven mv soul. 

Withered I was . yet I burgeon again. 

All my sores and pangs are allayed: 

Never shall I forget his favors and support. 

Hear me. O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
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Ra'is, Adil, Irfan .Nafisa and Samira, 

My near and dear ones, they are my life; 

May God save them from all misfortune! 

My hope they are, for them shall sacrifice my life. 
Their presence fills up my house with glee. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

May all the Kashmiris prosper ! L pray^ 

Save them O God from agony and pain! 

Young and old. men and women. 

Innocent Kashmiris be free from tyranny! 

Listen O God, my heart's call ! 

Hear me. O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

My youth is done and in old age 1 beg . 

Let all the youth of the Valley grow strong ! 

No treason should rupture their unity and strength! 
Their glorious legacy may guide them forth ! 

And fill their life again with the pleasures lost! 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 

Far away . forlorn, in this alien land . 

Kashmir 1 bear in my bosom so dear; 

Always in despair 1 remember my Pir . 

O could 1 ferry to the Dargah again ! 

O could 1 revisit the holy shrines 
Of Makhdoom Sahib and that ot Dastigir! 

May the shrines remain my people's goal! 


/4<Cr .you/ 


10 


Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
Ardent is my desire to see Kashmir again. 

Known in the world as the Valley of Saints: 

« 

O could I go running to the shrine of Tsaar ! 

O could I boat in the waters of the Dal ! 

O could shed my tears at the Khnanayar's door! 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
In Kashmir, the Elysium in the mortal world. 

Lies the meaning of all my dreams; 

There in the land my destiny was shaped. 

I wait for the day when my chains shall fall. 

In the blaze of desire I'm consumed as a moth. 

Hear me, O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
May God let the wealth of my modesty abide. 
Modesty is the epitome of the life’s strife. 

I Fatima Hussain Mir call upon you O God, 

Give me a niche among your blessed ones! 
Absolve my sins in the eternal world ! 

Hear me. O Lord! Now bless me with bliss. 
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MY PARENTS MIGHT BE THERE 

« ^ 

IN WAIT FOR ME 

Tomorrow 1 shall saunter in the Garden of Love. 

My parents might be there in wait. 

I shall keep myself adorned full. 

No storm is severe than the loss of parents, 
through the lattice-work 1 shall look around. 

My parents might be there in wait. 

Mother's death breaks the wings of a soaring bird. 
Father's death devalues you as base dust; 

No admiration has a motherless girl, 

A fatherless girl is an unrestrained gale. 

There in the other world we shall be reunited again. 
My parents might be there in wait. 

The support of parents is the strength of an army. 
One deprived of parents is defeated by all; 

O could I regain their company sweet! 

Before them I would sulk and cry again ! 

But have their hope as my soul's strength ! 

My parents might be there in wait. 
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I yearn to search for my mother's sister ! 

1 yearn to embrace my father's sister ! 

1 dove dumfounded I'm in the strangers' land. 
My parents might be tliere in wait. 

My uncles and aunts, how dear to me. 

They may be there still as shady trees. 

Or slumbering in the graveyard, I do not know. 
My parents might be there in wait. 




TELL ME YOUR TALE, 

O MY BROTHER ! 

In tender age I got enstiared. 

In perdition I pine awiy, 
forlorn and lost, my destiny. 

Tell me your tale, O my brother. 

A princess 1 was, 

the cynosure of my parents, 

alas, deprived of mother's care I was, 

as a tree in bloom 
is trimmed in its prime. 

Good education and noble values 
they bestowed upon me; my forte; 

I grew, I thrived and flourished fhll, 
but pestilence struck me in my fruition. 

Patiently 1 persevered, I didn't give in. 
Braving all manner of coercion, 
in every season with a hope of spring. 
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Surrounded by my brood, here in America, 
I am as a plane tree aniidst a desert, 
drifted away from the garden of chinars. 


Bearing the pangs in\^ ardly I strive, 

I dole out my love to t ne and all; 
my inward Self is rapf in dialogue. 

Every moment I yearn to breath my last 
in my native land, my Kashmir; 
thus I would attain my, real Being; 

I 

no greater riches I do desire. 

% 

Happily we produce apd happy we are, 
among our children when they are young; 
but haplessly unhappy when they grow; 
this enigma of life is hard to solve. 

I, Fatima Hussain Mir, known to all, 
am incarcerated in my own freedom; 
who is there to know my ache? 

Tell me your tale, O my brother. 
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I HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR LONG 

I have been waiting for long for him 
since destiny drove me to this alien land. 

I have no words to express my trepidation; 

In lonely nights and gloomy days, 

■ my verdant memories blossom forth. 

no one is there to raise my spirits. 

\ 

O could I go back to my native land ! 

that glows and glitters always in my fantasies; 

my restive soul is drifting away. 

All these delights and delicious dishes 
do not diminish the soul's acrimony; 
there is no end to my affliction and pain. 

Drowned is my soul in utter gloom, 
all the joys have lost their charm; 
every day is a crushing mound. 


o/ .you/ 
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Wherefrom I came and ^vhither to go? 

Am I condemned to be a'vay from the source? 
The soul resides there an 1 the body is here. 

Are the cruel ones to face retribution? 

Can the tyrants ever have mercy? 

The ignorant are hard to take any lesson. 

Struck by pestilence wheri I was in my prime, 
the autumnal wind gashed the verdant bush. 
Restlessness of the soul is never abating. 

O could 1 revisit my country, Kashmir! 

There 1 would dole out my love to all. 

This is my desire, my little desire. 

I would revisit the waterside of yore, 

and doze in the shade of a soothing chinar tree, 

1 would rejoice to see there peace regained. 

The City of Seven Bridges, my Srinagar today 
is under the thrall of grisly fears; 
all the doors and windows are shut, 
deaf to all my calls, my ardent pleas. 
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Why no call in return I re :eive from the city 
shining in the mist of my memories sweet. 

Shalimar, the garden of et«.rnal bliss, 
heaving with flowers of eiViivening colors, 

the cascades eternal surge in jubilee. 

My soul languishes to be amidst the joys again. 
Stealthily 1 would truanl m Karan Nagar. 
giving no heed to its aud^buts. 
the house of my childhood beckon me. 

Living under the sword of uncertainly, 
my gold is continually turning into bron/.e: 
What shall 1 do of the drifting years ? 

Whenever 1 remember my lovely youth, 
all my being is consumed in blaze; 

What shall 1 sing of, bereft of the tongue? 

A skein of silk was my body in youth. 

Now a stuffed bag of flour; 

The one who held me dear has drifted away. 
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O could I ask the merciless ones; 

"Why this distance, are vou well?" 

^ ¥ 

Why this agitation knowj- no end! 

Fatima Hussain Mir drenched with tears, 
pining away in an unfamiliar clime, 
condemned to exile but Ic r what crime? 

I ha\ e been waiting for long for him . 
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LOVE FOR HOMELAND 

« 

I bear the love for my homeland in my bosom, 
that turns my heart and liver to ashes; 
and reduces to rubble the world around. 

rhe blistering skin of my restless feet 
treading arduous, endless ways, 
mixes with dust; the passion for my home 
is ever increasing, making me cry. 

My Kashmir, the cynosure of the world, 

Alas, now fallen to the mercy of the ignorant, 
the values, honored by time, fall asunder. 

My soul is gripped by the worries for my folk 
dwelling in the villages and towns of Kashmir, 
under the looming shadows ot dangers. 

May they succeed, O God ! I pray. 

All the time 1 remain absorbed and lost 
in vexatious musing about the calamities 
that have befallen my countrymen. 





Turn their blazes into blossoms, O God! 
All the world I find turned panic-stricken, 
all have lost their peace and ease, 
all I find in a frenzied chase. 

The burning desire, a dagger thrust 
into my bosom, I always bear. 

I long to amble the paths of love. 

Sweet is the melody of distant drums. 

I , Fatima Hussain Mir, firmly hope, 
to return to the Kashmir of peaceful years, 
surely 1 would revisit the shrine of Tsaar. 
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SET ME FREE, O MY GOD ! 

Lost in vain fantasies, I lost my life 
the destiny’s impasse was never resolved. 

Dear 1 hold the agonies of love. 

Set me free, O my God! 

Plenty of everything and bounty and ease, 

all my desires are satiated full; 

yet there is a craving that remains unfulfilled. 

Set me free, O my God! 

When your kids grow and attain their youth, 
diverse are their aims , divergent their directions, 
a mother can only pray for them. 

Set me free, O my God! 

May they prosper under God's grace! 

May they always be free from worries! 

A praying mother shall have no grudge. 

Set me free, O my God! 

When children are noble and discreet in deed. 

no other joy is greater for parents; 
life has a meaning , time has a charm. 

Set me free, O my God! 
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Anguish is my destiny, pain my fate, 
bound in chains and exiled from home; 

O could I cross these mighty oceans! 

Set me free, O my God! 

For dear homeland I'd sacrifice my life, 

I wish to see my dear ones there; 

no more can I bear this agony of separation. 

Set me free, O my God! 

There I'd converse with the stones and trees! 
There I'd partake in the suffering of my folk; 
the anguish makes me waste away. 

Set me free, O my God! 

My maternal house, the paradise lost, 
oceans away, yet glitters in my mind; 

Fatima is happy but in the happiness of her people. 
Set me free, O mv God! 
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I'D LAY DOWN MY LIFE FOR YOU 

I wish 1 were free Irom aimless wandering 
and return to you. my dear homeland ; 
s 1 am in search for a way of return. 

I’d lay down my life for you. 

The love of the loved ones has turned cold, 
they mercilessly gash the loving heart; 

I shall, nonetheless, follow their steps. 

I'd lay down my life for you. 

A continual punishment is to live in a land 
that is not yours, where no one is yours; 
absorbed I am in a dialogue with my Self. 

I'd lay down my life tor you. 

No one but your countrymen are your real friends, 
preserved is their hope in the heart of hearts, 
bereft of a compassionate and caring friend. 

I'd lay down my lite lor you. 

Let no one be forced to leave ones land, 
and be a nomad in territories unfamiliar, 
consumed I'm in the blaze of longing for my home, 
rd lay down my life tbr\ou. 
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Every moment of life is an unending anguish, 
frenzied striving and no time for your Self. 

O bird. come, let us talk of the years bygone. 

I'd lay down my life for you. 

In zeal and fervor we leave our homes, 
to find something new that soon turns stale: 
the grief of loss then becomes your fate. 

I'd lav down mv life for vou. 

V •'V 

O could I rejoin my good old friends! 
screaming and crying I'd awaken them all; 
and sav adieus to all these wanton cares. 

I'd lav down mv life for \ ou. 

9 

Invvardiv I'm reduced to rust and dust, 
rest and ease are rare to regain; 

I write these lays w ith blood of m\ throat. 

I'd la\ down m\ life for \ ou. 

Know ing all well. I I'atima Hussain Mir. 
silentlv bearing the w'oes and aches; 
memories oi'the past are all my strength. 

I'd laN down m\' lil'e tor\ou. 

w • 
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A DREAM-BOATING TO DARGAH 

Con'ie O friends ot my lost primel 
Let us assemble, revel and dance; 

Singing in unison we shall sail 
to holy Dargah one Friday evening. 

We shall embellish the sacred arches, 
with the jewels of passion and reverence. 

Come O friends of my lost prime! 

Many and many a year ago 
I came to America, oceans away; 
my heart has been bleeding since then. 

Why not to call our childhood back 
Come O friends of my lost prime! 

There at Dargah under one mighty chmar tree; 

I would sit lost in musings sweet; 

I'd give went to my restrained tears. 

And then at the gates we would sing m chorus. 
Come O friends of my lost prime! 
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My being is consumed as the resin of pines, 
Dargah alone shall heal up all my burns; 
a votive thread I'd tie to the hallowed trellis, 
and see my little dreams come true. 

No more can I wait to sing hymns of praise. 

The Dal is still there, a resplendent lake, 
the reilections of the Zabarwan. mute and cool, 
dancing in the rippling waters of the lake ; 
we shall boat to the isle of Swanalank. 

Come O friends of my lost prime! 

Tet us go to idyllic Nascem Bagh. 
and enjo\' the soothing breeze there, 
whispering in the dense foliage of ehinars; 

Let us not die in tliis imfullllled desire. 

Come O friends of m\ lost prime! • 

M\ days are done, now a waning moon 
1. Latima, silent at the summit to set: 
enduring still in an ardent desire. 

Come O friends of m\ lost prime! 



BENEDICTION 

FOR THE GARDEN OF LOVE 

For all the thickets of china s and willows 
in the valley of gorgeous imperial gardens. 

my heart is overflowing with benedictions. 
Our Kashmir, our mother Kashmir 
-the abode of sages and saints; 
is blessed with beauty and bounty 
beyond compare on the surlace ot earth. 

for aloft mountains and mighty deodars, 

my heart is overflowing with benedictions. 

Abounding in springs, tarns and brooks, 
manifests God's grace in exuberance, 
for all the pastures, paddocks . and tarns. 

my heart is overflowing with benedictions. 

My city, the City of the Rising Sun. 
the city proud of its seven bridges. 

Elysium in the lap of beauteous hills; 
for the hallowed tombs, crypts and shrines 

my heart is overflowing with benedictions. 

Guarded by Shankaracharya and Parbat. 
we derive strength from our glorious past; 
for our wellbeing our saints, devoted saints. 
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stay cloistered in grottos ancient. 

Gulmarg the glory of the terrestrial world, 
Pahalgam. the choice of pleasure-lovers. 

Verinaa. Aharbal. Telbal and manv other resorts, 

w ^ 

are covered with pines, cedars and spruce. 

My heart is overflowing with benedictions. 
No one can vie our gifted craftsmen, 
wondrous arc their artistic hands: 
for all their creative minds and hands, 
my heart is o\ erflowing with benedictions. 

My country the fountainhead of all learning, 
where many have attained the acme of fame; 
for Alamdar and other spiritual poets, 
mv heart is o\ erflow inc with benedictions. 

We have our ov\ n ways of pla\ and revelr>'; 
we ha\ e our distinct customs and conduct, 
for all the re\'ercd Sufis and musicians. 

m\ heart is o\erflowing with benedictions, 
l or that manv-colored. man\ -\ oiced vale, 
lost ill a trance sublime and strange, 

I am in search of itin childhood friends. 

M\ heart isoverflowing w ith benedictions. 
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FORGIVE US ALL ! 

Ruin pervades my Mother Kashmir. 

Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

In prayers my heart is pouring out. 

Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

Unexpected was the squall that ruined all, 
wherefrom it came , and what was our fault, 
nobody knows, no exit is in sight. 

Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

Calamities hang over the Valley of Sages, 
the Seat of Learning , the Abode of Peace, 
turning to dust our present and past. 

Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

Looking forward to receiving your heed, 
in perdition perishes the impoverished nation, 
hope in your mercy makes them abide. 
Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

The hapless indigent and the needy folks 

suffer the most and bear the brunt; 

✓ 
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the rich are rapt in reveling and rapture . 
Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

When tyranny crosses all limits and restrain,, 
the cruel are indiscreet to good and evil; 
blind is their design and chilling is their craft. 
Forgive us all, O Merciful Lord! 

Arrogant are those who rule the roost ; 

they prosper on the innocence of gullible folks, 

having no fear, knowing no nemesis. 

Forgive us all. O Merciful Lord! 

Resolute in hope and firm in faith, 

Fatima solicits that your mercy operates; 
the Prophet shall surely plead her prayers. 
Forgive us all. O Merciful Lord! 



1 WISH I COULD POUR OUT MY HEART 

Let the occasion arise 
when my stifled heart 
freely gets out poured. 

A caged dove I am, 
brooking an inward blaze; 
bereft of abiding hope. 

I wish I could cry 
so loud that heavens are pierced; 
and disown all that 1 call mine. 

That lovely tlower that I bore 
in prime, I see withered; 

by destiny set adrift. 

What can allay my pain? 

A wilderness, called America! 

All your nears and dears 
are lured and gone astray; 
find no room for return. 

With ail its glitter and glare. 





glee is denied to all. 
One who gets enticed, 
bears a lifelong ache; 
finds no exit. 


Sadly 1 remember m\' land. 

And change into a wild Oame. 
that consumes the heart and the soul. 


! alwavs look around 

w 

for someone v\ho could spare an hour 
to have a hcarl-io-hearl with me 
in my forgotten tongue. 


Fatima is all prayers 
for the gOv)d ofniv dear Kr.;:.iimir. 
O could 1 lav down rn\' Ffe 
for iiiat a.ee.nizcd land . 


."you/" 
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BE NOT UNKIND, O FRIEND 

« 

Wandering in alien marketplaces, 

I am in search of peace. 

Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

Every moment brings me endless fret; 
as full moon yonder the cliffs about to set; 
my plaintive cry may reach your hardened heart. 

Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

* 

Who is there in this land to heed my moans, 
no courier is there to take them to my land; 
nobody is there whom I could beg and beseech. 
Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

Much have I lived through and much brooked , 
yet 1 am naive and callow; 

nothing 1 possess to pay the ferryman to go across. 
. Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 
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Multitudinous people have I come across; 
In no one could find my ally; 

who can I expect to listen to my wailing? 
Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

When living is reduced to mere going on, 
youth fades away fast; 
a wing-broken bird 1 plummeted inflight. 
Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

The ocean is fierce and the boat is adrift, 
far is the shore and tired are the arms; 
even in drifting 1 am in your search. 

Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 

In fretting I, Fatima, am faded away, 
who is there to hear my doleful tale? 

A cry in the void is my woeful verse. 

Be not unkind, O merciless friend. 
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THE STILETTO OF SEPARATION 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart, 
you fail to remember your promise of prime; 

the thrush is mute, the warble is lost; 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 

A skylark soaring in the skies I was, 
my destiny led me to the luring snare; 
the sparkle enticed my susceptible soul. 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 

A fleeting zephyr was my blithe childhood, 
childhood, like a dream, never abides; 
remembrance in old age is a sweet pain. 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 


Three darling kids remain nestled to my bosom, 
no flower is as pretty as they are, 
but bereft of the solace of a home they are. 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 
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Many a sweet dream I nursed so long, 
a hope of sustenance they were to me. 

You wrecked the path through the ocean, but why? 
With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 

For more than a decade I did strove. 

And bore the cares of the home and hearth. 

You ruined the home, but for what fault of mine? 
With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 

Fatima Hussain Mir always in her prayers, 
impl ores her God for the wellbeing of her brood. 
O Almislilv! reveal elor\' to me. 

With the stiletto of separation you struck my heart. 


(Ae ou/ 
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REDEEM US, O LORD! 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss, 
redeem us O Lord. O Gracious God! 

Relieve us from all our fears and cares. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

In perpetual perdition are my people of the Vale, 
their agony is long-standing, they suffered tor long. 
Enough have they endured in successive eras. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

Far away my countrymen are drowned in grief, 
villages and towns resound with lament; 
distanced from them 1 partake in their pain. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

A lonely voice, in a far-off land. 

1 live there like an ensnared deer; . 
passing every moment as my throe. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

Tried and tormented by my own kindred. 

my heart bleeds. 1 still endure; 

how long can 1 live with head bowed down'.’ 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 
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No one 1 find here to rely upon; 

all my strife was of no avail. 

You alone are my ally, now get me succor! 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

Much I plan, many a dream 1 nourish, 

all goes with the winds with ever)' passing hour; 

Almighty! You alone can resolve my plight. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

Reveal to me the mvsterv of all these trials. 

^ ¥ 

the fruit of endurance I long to know; 
make m\ fortitude my forte and gift. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

Endow me with wings to Hy to Kashmir, 
where all are engulfed by the whirlwind of grief; 
my motherland earnestly calls me back. 

O Lord, alleviate our fret and fuss. 

A sister is a woman's ultimate friend. 

Like a mother she is shield to all the young; 
Fatima is absorbed in her fond memories. 

() L.ord. alleviate our fret and fuss. 




WE SHALL MARCH TO 
MOTHER KASHMIR 

Come let's march to mother Kashmir, 
we shall prove all our affection. 

God is with us insha-Allah. 

Estranged from my land. 

Restless is my soul. 

Let us join in prayers. 

God is with us insha-Allah. 

1 lere in America, 

1 know no peace; 

Again we shall have peace. 

God is with us insha-Allah. 

Beautiful is our Kashmir, 
a paradise peerless; 

Let's embellish it more . 

God is with us insha-Allah. 




40 


A misfortune unseen, 
befell our land, 
engulfed by gloom. 

New lamps we may light. 

God is with us insha-Allah. 

Enemy in hiding, 
ransacks our land, 
let's identify the foe. 

God is with us, insha-Allah. 

In every house there is wailing, 
evei7 soul is in throes. 

We shall vanquish the despair . 
God is with us, insha-Allah. 

Haggard and wearied , 
our folks are in chains. 

We shall be free. 

God is with us, insha-Allah. 

When I revisit mv citv, 
my aching heart shall get rekindled. 
I long to wander through its alleys! 
God is with us. inr.ha-AIlah. 





We shall take part in fetes. 


and defeat all hate; 
we shall dole out our love. 

t 

God is with us, insha-Allah. 

We shall revisit the shrines. 

* 

that stand aloft; 
we shall cry and laugh 

in wild abandon. 

God is with us. insha-Allah. 

Fatima Hussain Mir 
is in the mire of despair. 

Let’s march to Kashmir. 

God is with us, insha-Allah. 
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SET MY COUNTRY FREE 

O God! forgiving all, set my countiy^ free. 

Heed my supplication: let my people prosper. 

Much have we suffered , much tyranny endured, 
get us out of the abyss, lead us to the gates of bliss. 
Foes in the neighborhood and from distant lands, 
pillaged our abode, reduced it to rubble, 
come to our rescue and rout them to ruin. 

1 hope our saints and sages and savants 
are dear to >'ou. for they are our allies, 
they show us the way from gloom to gleam; 
let the incantation of my song be a call to them. 

I'he young and the old. the rich and the poor, 
who lived in peace in a sylvan abode, 
are stilled in clutching tentacles of death. 

No more of these trials, now set them free. 

Let tliis paean ol'Fatima be a call at Your gate: 
move Your Mercy to change Kashmir’s fate. 




DIVORCE 

Divorce, the dreadful dragon, 

descendent of the dark ages 
continues to blaze homes and hearths. 

Divorce : a phantom, 

deluding to indirection and dereliction. 

Divorce :a wedge 

between two souls 

tied together by sacred knot; 

driving the brood to drear\' deserts. 

Divorce : a flood 

devastating many a garden , 
a blaze reducing dwellings to dust. 

Divorce : an untimely autumnal withering 
denuding verdant planes. 

Divorce: a drift 

depriving you of hope 

from the dearest. 

Divorce ; a deadly dive 
ofNeegyraay 
into the jar of milk 
Deep to the dungeon of netherworld; 

leaving llyiemal wailing- 
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Divorce : that makes 
ones life a puzzle, 
or a deserted dwelling 
without doors and windows. 

Divorce : a deluge 

driving kindred to unknown strands 

like driftwood. 

for no fault of theirs. 

Eid comes but with no festivity, 

•> 

no merriment, no delight, all distressed; 
mother herself is the father of her children. 

Fatima prays to her Lord: 
may no divorce henceforth 
destroy any daughter in this world. 




BARGAINS IN MARRIAGE 

Give and take in marriages, 
is a thicket of barnacles 
grown by the rich 
to make daughters of the poor 
wait for a match 
till they grow old. 

Daughter: shower of God's mercy, 
daughter : blessing of eyes' vision- 
daughter : the staff for the old, 
daughter: a lamp lit in the lamp- niche; 

alas what a shame! 
daughter is a thing of profit. 

Wealth of knowledge and modesty, 
gift to a girl from her home, 
her wisdom and virtue. 

Damn all bargains in marriage! 

Let not a girl's birth 

be a cause of parents' fret, 

like birds caught in a snare. 



Let all parents abhor 
the manacles 

the custom has made for them. 

A daughter from her infancy, 
is rapt in sweet reveries 
about the envisioned joys 
at her in-laws' house. 

Shme, the same daughter 
as a thrush caught in a trap 
she feels herself to be, 
when into her youth she blooms. 

The glittering bazaars 
are replete 

with many an alluring thing; 
the girls of the poor 
gaze tantalized by the glare. 

I.ct every girl from now 
get know ledge and modesty 
as accompaniment 
to her virtue. 


Let every girl have 
the opportunity to work, 
and lead a graceful life. 
Work alone and work alone 
is a girl's strength. 


Let every girl have a future 
that she could assert like a boy; 
a people's future depends 
upon the two tiers 
that parallel on the rails run 
toward the newest destinations 


Oh my 11 

1, Fatima, too, 

had a dream 

to be a working woman, 

and not a reliant wretch. 


For every girl of today 
I, therefore, earnestly pray: 
may no girl behave 
as a docile doll, 
may every girl of our land 
behave as a lively exuberance 
and be an effective force. 
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OBLIVION 

With splendor of riches and glory of fame, 
the world is but an oblivion sweet. 

I lost my father's caring love 
when hardly I knew the reality of the world, 
and hardly knew the pain of loss; 
abandoned I was in this alien world. 

In my brothers' protection happy I was, 
never to feel any want or need; 
little I desired, but plenty I got. 

No one can stop what is ordained for you. 

Blessed I was with children four; 
fondly I lived amidst my blissful brood; 
foreign was the city yet never I cared. 

All the colors of this world I saw. 
many a stone-hearted people I met; 
life 1 passed as an incessant strife. 



In America 1 lived but wasted my life, 
my soul stayed back in my native land; 
memories 1 cherish as a melancholic tune. 

Much did 1 enjoy and much endured, 
much did I love the ways ot the world, 
joys and sorrows are a shado^v)' maze. 


Fatima Hussain Mir is rapt in prayers, 
entreating her Lord for just one thing, 
the truth of life be dawned to all: 
the world is but an oblivion sweet. 




WHATEVER RISES THAT HAS TO FALL 


Always remember at the pinnaele, 
whatever rises that has to fall; 

God has ordained it for one and all. 
whatever rises that has to fall. 


Glories and grandeur, pride in wealth 
arc nothing but apparitions that keep us possessed; 
modesty alone can take us across. 


1 /lose \Uio iovc } ou and sor\ e yon in need 
deserve in return \ our lo\c in deed. 

I hei'' kith and kin. too. merit vour care. 


l oremost is the right of others around 
conipa.ssion for all is >our prime 
bew are of the dupes of v\ ayla> ine ereed. 


He responsible for the words yc>u 
and deaf to other's libel and slur: 
lellection shouUi preeevlj ^\)ur ael 
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A lie is Satan's line of work. 

Let’s not accept this perilous trade; 

Have your tongue be stuck to the palate. 

Mother and father are your endowment, 
service to parents is your prime duty; 
never put off doing until they say. 

% 

There are some who are eager to do, 
some are there in wait to undo; 
let's keep doing, that is all to do. 

Whatever God has endowed you with, 

« 

let us be keen to dole it out; 
never be greedy to grab and snatch. 

When a beggar appears at your sill, 

surely it is God to try your trust; 

his empty platter is the test of your will. 
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A PRAYER 

A hapless, crestfallen wretch I am, 
O gracious God now listen my call. 


Surrounded by strangers I passed my lile: 
stifled in snares I am, now set me free. 

My life is an ordeal, many pangs I endured, 
Hope in your grace, that alone is my strength. 

You arc the disposer, you the forgi\ er; 
Whatever I desired that in plenty I got. 

You made me a mother and now a grandma I'm; 
A daughter-in-law I'm before I am a mother. 

My nears are fickle; you show me the right path; 
Far aw av is mv countrv 
where my well-wishers dwell. 


o/ ^/'C ,yr>t/y 
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0 could I revisit my dear Kashmir ! 

I'd have a second life; 

0 could 1 enjoy the soothing shades of the chinars! 

s 

Separation from the dears is a veritable hell; 

Give me flight to be again with them. 

My elder-most son is my eyesight, my'soul. 

Bless him with Your kindness, 
bless him with grace. 

Innocent are my brood, get them succor; 

Let every' step of theirs 

be an advance toward the goal. 

Surrounded by gloom, and tossed by typhoons; 

I have the strength of your name, my hope. 

Silent and patient. I Fatima Hussain Mir; 

My tongue utters nothing but laaAla-Hlalah. 
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O STARLING, BE MY COURIER ! 

O starling, go anon 
warbling in your own way 
tell them: 

I feel lonely. 

Tell them: 

mv soul has staved in there 

and I'm stove up 

in a snare. 

I crave to meander 

in open meadows and mountains 

under the enlivening shades 

of'pines and deodars; 

nothing cheers up my saddened heart . 

O warbling starling! 

Do the blossoms 

of cheriA . apples and peers 

still fill up the valley 

w hen the w intrv ice thaws? 

«> 

No more can I envision 
the seasons' chanee. 


c/ //>' yr'et/ 


Oh 1 would revisit Verinag. 
wash my feet and hands there 
•' in the life-giving icy waters of the spring; 
the memories cause me pain. 

0 warbling starling! 

1 would go to Zeena Shah Sahib's 
and then to Baba Rishi's 
the shrines that stand aloft; 
for we shall never come back 
to this world. 

Solitarily I would saunter 
in the Nishal garden, 
lying on the evergreen turf 
gaze at the wide and deep azure; 
every flower of the garden 
has its distinct smell. 

Under the starry' sky 
I would go boating in the Dal 
to Shalimar garden 
and there amid the flowers 




remember my childhood friends; 
the garden is in full bloom. 

O warbling starling! 

Let's stealthily trip to Narparistan 
and in the moonlit compound 
frolic and sing and dance; 
no withered tiowcr can blossom again. 

We shall pay a visit to Pakharpoor. 

I have been wailing for long; 
no more I remember the w iw. 

-To Zainakadal I would go afoot, 
and in the mirror of silent waters 
rediscover mvself 
Destin\'s doina cannot be undone. 

At I'atehkadal . mv tr\st. 

I would pass one evening 
gossiping with m\ childhood friends: 

O would CJod fulfill m\ little desire! 





Al Malikangan I would enjoy listening 
to the tales of the Arabian Nights. 

Much more is there pent up in my heart. 


Arm-in-arm we shall go to Habbakadal 
there we shall narrate to each other 
all the events of times past 
when I had many a sweet friend. 

Waving our scarps in air 
we shall go ambling to Alikada 
and have a spree there: 
the yearning knows no abating. 

Romping about 
we shall go to Satakadal 
and allay all our cares there, 
with no regard for profit and loss. 

Anon we shall go to Lai Bazar 
where pretty girls play: 

Oh! What a lasting ache! 


When we reach Kavadoor, 
to each other we shall say 

our complaints; 
youth is not abiding. 

Sarafkadal we shall visit, 

where the glittering bazaar is replete; 

I have been longing for long. 

Vainly we shall foot 
all the alleys of Karan Nagar 
and gaze at the doors and windows; 
and ask them about their health. 

We may find some time 
to boat to Swanilank. 
basking in the sun there, 
call our childhood back. 

We shall picnic at Rvvapilank. 

and prepare many a dish: 

this was the rendezvous of our prime. 




P^aigam is our tryst, 

% % 

to alleviate all our cares, 

we shall walk over the pole-bridge 

swaying over the gushes of the Lyedir. 

We shall trek to Khilan Marg 
where we could skate 
and quench our thirst 
at the Sven Springs. 

Fatima Hussain Mir 

often in her melancholic hours, 

broods and muses about 

all those sweet things 

that are gone with the wind. 

O God ! Redeem her now. 
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HERE IN THIS WORLD 
LIES THE ONE AFTER 

O God! Give me health, strength and courage, 
here in this world I can achieve the one after. 

To the ailing, the frail, and the indigent, 

I would dole out a portion of what I have. 

fV'acc and harmony I would preach to all. 
and uproot the venomous weeds of hate. 


Whenever an\ wronged approaches me for help, 
promptly I would console him and get him help. 

When a t\ rant anywhere I come across, 
with love I would clean his heart of hate. 

fhe right path I would spra\ it with my blood 
and make it \ erdant for the wayfarers to tread. 

l-rom the rude and uninformed I would keep away, 
and seek refuge at the feel of the saints. 




Those who are denied a roof and room, 

1 would house them all in my warm heart. 

The girls who waste away their youth in wait. 
Their warm hands I would dye with henna. 

To the destitute children who wither in prime, 

1 would return their forgotten smile. 

The ailing old who are abandoned to grief, 

1 would readily be their staff to stand up. 

The hearts that are turned to stone 1 would make 
soft, 

and teach the warmongers give up their ways. 

By loving my language to write fresh songs. 

1 would impart a meaning to my life. 

That is all that Fatima Hussain prays for; 
here in this world I can achieve the one after. 




A RECOLLECTION 

At Maisuma 
there once stood 
a cozy house 
full of life; 

and there stood a small shop 
containing all the things of daily need. 

Our father, now in paradise, 
worked dav in, dav out 
to arrange for the little joys 
of his brood. 

And the kids who thronged around him 
when he was home in laic hours, 
learnt : 

life is an incessant strife. 

To my father, our father, 
the center of a large circle of friends. 
Hindus. Muslims. Sikhs and Christians: 
faith made no difference. 



o/ ^ou/ _ 

Each, in his own way, 
an example of goodness; 
he was a man among men; 
rich, poor, young and old. 

His happiness lay not in possessing, 
but in the happiness of others. 

This was the story of every house. 

And then, 

time took a terrible turn. 

Man neglected being man; 
loss and profit overruled all. 

The hearts were petrified, 

and the eyes ran dry; 

desire deprived all of discernment. 

Our father left for his heavenly abode, 
and his tender brood were driven 
to uncertain directions, 
each facing hazards; 
cver>' step a new trial. 

Fatima, always in her melancholic hours 
prays: 

may those happy little joys 
return 

and return to all. 


//". yff/y 
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MY SOUL, MY RA'ISA 

My, soul, my dear Ra'is 
I’d lay down my life for you! 

Your birth made my world prosper, 
all our kindred rejoiced your birth; 
the space was filled up 
with almond blossoms. 

Your father, proud and pleased, 
always lulled you in his lap. 
your mother in her bliss 
kissed you a thousand times; 
and the whole clan 
felt proud at vour birth. 

You played. 

even' one pla} ed w iih you; 
and when you wept 

that made ex enoue weep with you. 
All were eager 

to cany you pigg\ back in the garden. 


S 


Youi mother, our daughler-in law 
loi leass than eight months 
had slax ed w iih us. 


and went away 
never to return. 

. • 

What a dishonor and shame we faced ! 

For full five years we suffered the pain, 
all were distressed to see you distressed. 

Thanks to own Aslam Sahib, 
who helped us revive: 
it was for his timely help 
that all bitterness and pain 
was removed. 

He made the divorce possible, 
and we got you back, 
our greatest wealth. 

An unseen twister of fate 
was in there in powl for us: 
time decided 

separation for your parents, 
as if they were lost 
in the maze of alleys. 

You work hard, getting the highest education 
making our family 
feel proud again. 



In onr moments of joy and glee 
the years slipped out silently. 
And you blossomed 
into your graceful youth, 
anxiously we start 
getting you married. 

We, in our autumnal days, 
glory in your spring. 

Your grandpa's prayers 
are always with you. 

' May God fulfill all his desires, 
and bless you 

with bliss that never end. 

Nbw iiam old, frail and sick. 
Before my time runs out, 
heed this little advice 
from the core of my heart: 
be a support to your father, 

' and never make him feel 
that he ^is alone and helpless, 
when I am gone. 

This is what Fatima Hussain Mir 

always beseaches her merciful God. 
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V ^TO.AADIL 

rbc A>lv.*nt in ' 'it iouinc 

A! NeVer b^ ihidblerit' in your j ourney *" 
b c to ever-widbhliTg horizons of krtowledge, 
t> ; for knowledge ttlorie ^hall guide you 
out of the dark tunnels of ignorance. 

i-wlcdc. wcjI^ . knovMcui’.c i> v\iushi 

Xr kiidwledge is Wealth,''kn6Avledgeis worship 
J ■ ktlb'wledge keeps you out ofharm's way 
‘ 1 - frbm the overpowering ignorance. 

OoJ abvUki.u^lt' !'csN,. a 

abutfdaiitly blessed you 
*^V^fth'health; beauty and strength, 

V '"hit bbse boons be utilized 
^^^^their full 

A fdf getting more and mbrfe knowledge 
T^^^^^icno^V^edge'alone knows no limits. 

^itjiiiilbped with modesty, 

Vj'-f |i6t)'d habits,* and good ways, 

'’‘?v’ybb shall reach, I am sure, 

the'wide open gate of the knowledge 
that shall lead you 
to other gates 
• unopened. 
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Centre of attention of all, 

you hearten the house 

with your cheerful face, your worship, 

and your concern for all 

or when you play your dear santoor. 


A word of caution, dear Aadil: 
be simplicity your strength, 
but be not simple to think 
that the ways of the world 
are simple. 


is an old fathomless abyss, 
keep groping 
for more and more 

i -iK> vv l:xlge that shal lead to the need of more; 
never be satiated 


with what you got, 
and 

never be conceited. 


TO IRFAN 


Full five years’ prayers 
and shedding uncounted tears 
gave me the boon; your birth, 
O my dear Irfan! 

Your birth; 

the singular flower 

of the tales of the East. 

Your birth; 
the rise of the sun 
that dispells the gloom, 
making the summits bright 
with celestial shine. 

All love gazing at you. 

Your sweet and lovable chat 
gives me fresh hope 
making my life 
a fruitful engagement. 

Every moment of my life 
is nothing but a prayer 
for your wellbeing. 
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LEENA, MY LOVE 

. r \ {< ovv 

Leena, my love, 

truthful, knowledgeable and modest, 
anticipation of a new spring , , ^ j 

to all her kith and kin. . 

Leena , a lovely babe: 

a fresh dew drop 

on a newly bloomed rose. 

Leena goes to school : 
a gale of breeze 
soothing every eye. 

Her talent sprouts, 
bringing us pride and honor. 

Leena, a pretty girl, 
nobly framed, 
serene in aspect 
bright in soul; 

Leena gets married, 
a woman's lot. 
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Leeiia;Jiow1he n.ucle«j§Jvni ^ 

ofavltiok!y*iftmily4'ily- 

her kill Work intaany a country 

KasKrair and Arab and WSAJSA- 

Leeua' is a bond end 

thitkeebs.us alb all 

bound logether.hc* 

Leena,a^ paragon, uon 
of virtue and gracci^ ’cc 
' like her mother who brought her upr vv 
her replies in word and deed.ecu 

A daughtersilike Leena;cna. 
is a family's esteem, .in 
A daughter, like Leena ena 
sightitp the sightleSSacss 
Leena is always ~ 
in Fatima's pray,ers,d> 
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COME HOME, ARSH ! 

Come home, Arsh ! O come home, 
for long I have been waiting. 

Come home. 

Your way toward your home 
I shall cover with gold. 

Come honje, 

I shall house you in my eyes. 

Your father, wearied in waiting , 
keeps his hope kindled . 

Arsh, our soul, Arsh, our vision 
in the ravaging wind of time 
that leaves a father bereft 
of rights over his son, 
left to the mercy of strangers. 

I, already stormed, engulfed by affliction, 
left weakened to endure more; 
crestfallen in the void. 

I, Fatima, 

always entreat my Lord, 
may Arsh come home, 
nnever to go again. 



A PRAYER FOR ANWAR 

Day in and day out, 1 implore my God; 

May our Anwar be hearty and strong. 

* * 

He, the dearest among the four dear kids, 
is in trouble, O God resolve all his unrest, 

let's have those good days back, 
when we rejoiced living together. 

For full twelve years, as an hardy ascetic 

he underwent self-denial and pain, 

his fortitude and endurance are repeatedly tested . 


All the kin in their divergent ways, 
with noble intent and resolve stride; 
stranded here I languish in fears. 

Much have they strived and much suffered, 
much have they endured and experienced a lot; 
now, O God, heed my prayer; 
put an end to testing our patience. 


0 ^ 
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I wish I could abdicate this WorldiirlJ; 

\ 

and have refuge in the uninhabited hills^ i I Is, 
there I would cry and i might he heard^ard. 

my anguish and suffering ki^owmaend.cnd. . 

• * 

Pulled down by the heavy chains, ins 
nothing but restlessness of the sbuH know;ow; 
waiting for the moment when justice is. doneuone 

Anwar, striding through ups and downs,vr.s. 
in endless strife is always engaged; > 
there is a dawn after every dark- wl . 

My hearts bleeds to remember his pain, n 
Why he alone should suffer so longing / 

Fatima can only pray in her song : 
the drifting boat may reach the-shore loro! 


o/ .^au/ 


DAWN,'BE NOT LATE! 

r 

Dawn, be not late, 

we set off on the perilous road, 

let all the perils be evaded, ■ ■, 

Dawn, be not late! 

One little desire is there in my heart: 
just once I could revisit my horne-country, 
no more of testing my patience; 

Dawn, be not late! 

1 would climb up the hills, 
and ask the blooming poppies, 
what scar in your bosom you endure? 
Dawn, be not late! 

1 would see my brothers 
"What ails you?" I would ask them, 
and then reveal my woes to them; 
let this desire be granted. 

Dawn, be not late! 

O I could find out the Royal Swan! 

I would make him my messenger. 
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let the Crow inform him anon; 

Dawn, be not late! 

Drifted away by the spate, 
the mystery has made me dumb, 

I am consumed in the flames 
of going back to my home; 

Dawn, be not late! 

I wish I could weep, 
make a river of tears, 
water the parched lands, 
make them blossoming gardens; 

Dawn, be not late! 

Why is peace so scarce? 

Why does tyranny flourish? 

Let our dreams be fulfilled. 

Dawn, be not late! 

When shall our destiny be reshaped? 
When shall the oppressors be defeated? 
May the blazes be doused. 

Dawn, be not late! 


^cdt&iinc4i 
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All the hearts I find wearied, 
the souls fettered; 
let the music of love be rekindled. 
Dawn, be not late! 

The fine fabric of harmony 
is devoured by the moths of discord, 
the hornets keep me stung; 
now resolve the fated ills. 

Dawn, be not late! 

Restlessness all the time, 
fret and fever unending; 
let there be an end to our agony, 
Dawn, be not late! 

The woodcutters un-caring, 
ravaged the verdant woods, 
denuded all the trees; 
show them the right path. 

Dawn, be not late! 

These cold sighs of mine, 
need an earnest heed; 
let the speck shine 
as the radiant sun, 




78 78 


Dawn, be not late! 

Knowing no art of phrase, 

I fear misunderstanding; 
bless me with full expression. 
Dawn, be not late! 

is anyone there to listen, 
and value my ardent verse? 

Let the clumsy rock reveal the gem. 
Dawn, be not late! 

What keeps Fatima waiting? 

What lies here to gain? 

Let all this separation end. 

Dawn, be not late! 


\y\ ' 

« 

W(Wi)RDS 

, 

No lfi6.ddusions, 

the the dnords heed he tested. 

Fih FdSstidbntify. yourJLaila, 

\ 

and ahdlkeriib^laiMajnuun, 

, thisthisas theithal in your love. 


^>m.Orie whose Resolve is to'seek, 

♦ 

» 

mu'Uiust have, Jtou'ght hirtiself first, 
theithbn dteiSun could be desired; 

see^e^ingdiiJove the reward. 

:• C-ri : ' ' 

Be 'BeKheiheartiituhied 

. . f 

mti.Tntoiaaiarcissusv ^lewly blobimed, 

\ 

t>\:''thfenraIone can a wandering drone 
get ^ 4 tallUred, 

the dieijiroblem is eventually solved. 

Whdn adoVer becomes his love, 
as aas atinbditbecomes one 

^Vit with the flame; 




the bridegroom, too, 
gets hold of his bride. 

Destiny needs to be awakened 
by considered action, 
or remain sunk in oblivion, 

or hope a willow yields you pears. 

% 

Be the bell-deckecf cradle 
of reason stirred 

to keep the soul wakeful and alert; 
the troubles are worked out. 

Trying her signs and clues, 

Fatima attempts communication, 
reminding all 

of the small and modest truths. 


A LONGING 


While I praise You in my prayers, 
a feeble entreaty 
surfaces out: 

Oh, just for once, I, too, 
could have a glimpse 
of being free. 

My life, a tale 
of discordant events, 

a series of intermittent pains and pleasures, 

now at its apportioned end; 

a chance 

to prepare 

for the life to come. 

People, 

multitudes of people, 
people of all sorts, 

I came across; 
people 

that I may call my own, 
and people 
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of different blood; 

I wish I could call them all, 
and they be my audience. 

My heart, a dump 
of smoldering wishes and sorrows; 
no more room is there 
to store any more. 

Now just one desire: 
to see the destined brink: 
and leap 

toward liberation. 


Slcdt&^dncdd o/ ^ou/' 
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LET’S NOT REMEBER GRUDGES 

Let's not remember any of our grudges, 
let's rejoice in the blossoms of love. 

Let's not remember any of our sorrows, 
let's rejoice in the blossoms of love. 

The almond orchard of our prime 
is still there to welcome us all; 
let's go upstairs and have a time-out, 
at the precipice of Kastuurpyend, 
Kastuurpyend, our dear old tryst, 
there we shall gossip and stir our memories 
that lie slumbering under the dust of the time. 

We shall have a boat trip to Nishat garden 
benefit from the gales, the enlivening gales; 
there in the garden under a verdant chinar 
we shall let all the founts flow free. 


Life is nothing but a waning sunshine, 
never to return to be yours again. 

Why should profit and loss be our concern ? 

Estranged from the land and its folks, 
the soles of my feet break out in blisters; 
moans that are suppressed shall find a vent. 


Deserted by one's intimate friend, 
dreary' loneliness makes one wilt; 
this is the time to bury all such thoughts. 


i.!i ibe companv of malicious foes, 
hopes and desires aie denied to the soul, 
rome, let's defeat the ogres of spite. 


lA\r> •>. 


Sobs and tears of Fatima Hussain Mir, 
implore for nothing but God*s mercy: 

I. et not the flame ot hope die down ! 


TURN OUR BLAZE INTO BLOOM ! 


The world; 
a delusion, 
a consuming fire; 
it is not late, let us wake up, 
and turn our blaze into bloom. 

Man is lulled into sleep, 
forgetfulness engulfs the truth; 
keep the mind stirred. 

Silence is the meirk of Truth, 
noise is the tongue of lies; 
truth shall ferry you across. 

My heart seeks a vent, 

I would express my desires, 
Tm groping for words. 




86 


The unkind run off with your peace, 

finally all die into dust; 

the merciless are never to intuit. 

Nothing but hope is my forte, 
blessed I am with patience; 
malice shall conclusively crumble. 

Hapless has been woman for ages, 
a doll for men to fiddle with; 
let's say "No" to this lot. 

* 

Fatima's ardent verse, 
needs your discerned heed. 

This is her only plea: 
turn our blaze into bloom. 



THE FETTERS 


The world is nothing but a burden of fetters, 
a tale that's sweeter with every telling. 

Many did try to hold the wind in their arms, 
all the braving crusaders are slumbering in dust. 

All know the end, yet all are fervent to set off, 

^ the lure of the flame draws all moths in. 

In gathering and amassing your time runs out, 
nothing is to abide yet you frenzy to own. 

Your kith and kin, your nears and dears, 
throng around you when you own in plenty. 

The more you acquire, the more fear to lose, 
a delightful dream that you long to be long. 

At the end of my journey one lesson I learnt: 
the world is nothing but a burden of fetters. 


o/' J Ou/" 
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A CALL 

4 

Deserted I was when a newly wed bride, 
in waiting I pine, now call him back. 

With high hopes my parents got me married, 

with love they provided me 

with all that I needed; 

alas, my ill fate shoved me into the snare. 

Blessed be my brothers with health and riches! 
Never they fail me when 1 am in need; 
they sent me away as bride 
with all they could afford. 

My destiny’s whim that got me separation, 
with four innocent kids I was forsaken; 
their mother I was, their father I had to be. 
Darts of cruelty I boldly endured, 
goblets of venom I quaffed 
without any groan. 

Who is to heed and whom shall I call ? 
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My princely sons, too, had to face many a travail, 

on them I rely, for they alone are my allies; 
Almighty shall shower all His blessings on them. 


0 merciful God, hear my ardent call, 

let all the shelterless have shelter and home! 

To you 1 entrust my brothers and my brood. 

My mother’s sister once whispered into my ears; 

" My daughter, be not frightened 

by temporary troubles, 

bear with fortitude for some more time." 

Carry my message to my slumbering fate, 
unending trials I faced since my infancy. 

For how long I am destined to endure 
destiny's strikes? 

The sky I feel crumbling over my bare head, 
and gloom overtaking all in wide daytime; 
a waning moon, I'm Fatima, about to set. 


/Ac rjouA 
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KASHMIR , MY HOME 

I 

Let's assemble and sing this song: 

Kashmir our home , the land of peace. 

No land on earth can vie its charms. 

A land were people live without a divide, 
Muslims. Hindus, Sikhs and Christians, 
live in harmony as one clan. 

All the fete, festivals, and fairs 
events of mirth, fun, and glee, 
open for all to have a good cheer. 

In accord they put their strength together, 
their action is always preceded by reflection; 
where selfless strife is the aim of all. 

A beauteous garden replete with delights, 
Harwan. Shalimar, Nishat. many other gardens, 
Pahalgam. Gulmarg. many other trysts, 
Kashmir, one the name of multitudinous lures. 



Parbat, Zabarwan and Solomon's hill, 

stand aloft but mute witness, 

of the ages that the ancient city came through, 

Kashmir is the country only one of its kind. 

* 

Hazratbal hallowed by flashes divine , 

the tryst for the ailing and the deprived folks, 

the shimmers of the Dal lake mime its glory. 

Kashmir the land where arts and crafts 
are bequeathed by antiquity to gifted hands, 
cultivators, vendors, boatmen and carpenters, 
weavers, embroiders, smiths, and penmen, 
everyone skilled in some wondrous art, 
everyone unique in his distinct prowess. 


The Reshis,Walis and Saads of the past 
keep a vigil on the striving folks; 

Nund Ryosh bears the standard of the resilient race. 

Early in wee hours they climb up the stairs 
to offer flowers at the reverends' altars 
or tie votive threads to the sacred lattices, 
the jinxing evils are obviated anon. 
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Every season has its own colors and music, 

never to let our time go stale; 

the Himalayan valley of divine flashes. 

Let*s assemble and sing this song: 

Kashmir our home , the land of peace. 

11 

Those were the days, now the land of gore 
Alas ! a plague from some distant land, 
overtook the Valley of divine glares, 
and bamboozled the simple and naive folks, 
what a ugly turn in their fate! 

All those fetes, festivals, and fairs 

events of mirth, fun, and glee, 

are sunk in the abyss of oblivion deep. 

Satan ravaged the warm bosoms, 
snatched away the peace and calm, 
the hearts are petrified without blood.. 

A twister borrowed from the foes in hiding, 
works a chaos that keeps them concealed; 
everyone is eager to devour others. 


f/’ ^oa/^ 
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Harmony, our heritage, gone with the winds, 
friends have turned into malicious foes; 
no one can say now anyone is mine. 

O saints, Sufis and sages of the past! 

No more of this watching your berserk race. 
Come anon out of your cloisters and grottos; 
end this gloom that keeps us under a thrall. 
This is the only appeal from Fatima. 
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THE NIGHT OF GRACE 

Shab-i qadar, the night of grace, 

I would celebrate at Fatehkadal old, 
thus I would drench the raging blaze. 

I recall the days of my blissful prime: 
my parents, all my kith and kin, 
rigorously but happily observed the fasts; 

I with the girls of my neighborhood merrily sang 
in the wide compound under the starry sky; 
thus I would celebrate the Night of Grace. 

A lot of people I have come across 
and many a land I have seen; 
wearied, I yearn to be with those again 
whom I could call really mine, 
thus I would celebrate the Night of Grace. 

Others are the others, unkind and mean; 
the spiteful generally nourish and thrive; 
yet I hope I'or the return (d'the good old days; 
thus I would eelehiMte the Night of'Grace. 
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I wish I revisited, my Mother Kashmir, 

God will certainly grant me my wish; 

Oceans and deserts 1 would wing across, 
thus I would celebrate the Night of Grace. 

Day in and day out I long and pine, 

O the occasion is belated long; 
there I would wander in villages and towns, 

thus I would celebrate the Night of Grace. 


Resilience, patience and fortitude 

make my people of Kashmir through 
the ruins that unendingly have befall them; 

I wish they to be free from trials and troubles. 

I, Fatima, here in an alien land 
pray for my people day and night. 

Be freedom the fhiit of their pain! 

Thus I would celebrate the Night of Grace. 


O LORD! CARRY ME ACROSS 


From dusk to dawn 
I call upon my Lord, 

Show me the way 
to walk cross 

the hair-thin bridge, called Pul-I Siraat. 

The hallowed land 
of Holy Mecca 
beckons me, I tidy my soul; 
the call is my hope. 

My merciful Lord ! 
have pity 
on the awry folks, 
re-energize their souls 
blighted and shriveled. 

My wish shall work. 

My soul is sick, 
woebesone mv heart; 




^thfulness alone 

** 11 
is the panacea to alK 

guiding glow 

to lead across 

lu< c: «. 

the awesome gloom 
of the worid around. 


Simplicity is the virtue 

to merit His grace; 

* 

all our ills .. 
siull be cured anon; 

4 ♦ ^ ♦ 

a firm hope 

H ' * ^ ' * 

in the grace of God 

^uarur *^1. . 

guarantees triumph. 


Fi:<t ‘ .na Ij- . « 

I, Fatima Hussain Mir 

in prostration stem 
am in wait for reply. 

He alone is to save, 

reiriO'.f . S ii 

remove the dark, 

TC^ ^ ' 

restlessness of the soul 
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^ Fatima Hi^sain Mir, cdled Fatima Bano before she 
came to the United Stotes, was born at Malik Aangan, Fateh 
Ka^ Srinagar (Kashinir^onA^gust 20; 1940. Going against 

me 'li^tion pfhot srading daughter toischools, her father 
Haji' Ahmad Jro, a^^ccess^ ihterhation^ busihess-man, 
gay<e l^atixna die iHsst : of ^ wshed that she 

9 Pmpieted her edu^tipl&l career. She her B.A. fiom the 
government Codeg^^^ 1961 andB: Ed. (B^helor 

in :Edecation)':in the University of Jammu and 

K Mhrnir ; She t^ at Government Girls ■ High 

Sdh^l Kh^y^ (^r^^ 1962to April 1973). 

I^ee^hde^ she G.H.Mir, son of late 

Mir» a businessman of Naid Kadal (Srinagar) on 

-GiH,; Mir got. a job as a Pediatric 
^^S^olpgill^ind Emergency Rbbni Physician on August 20, 


Stouq, (b,;1950), recipient of several 
3;a poet^ critic^ hahslatpr and linguist. He 
edited more^;^^^ books in 
MdiahdUrdu; ■ ' 
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